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A GARDEN PLOT

(Continued from Page Seven.)
“‘About two days arter 1 threw mine over my

back fence,” says Henery Walker, speaking very
slowly. LMEr ) B g :

e i g
“' ! yypfog <:",‘.
%m d‘!udn"?ww
dtdn't want to, mind ‘you, but |
“CM on.'l y
geranium with th

called “Golden Bl ¥

“‘Come along, v/ 'nes ‘BIN ¢

I can't offer you a flower for your
button-'ole,’ ses Bob, perlitely, ‘but it's getting so
near the Flower Show now I'ean’t afford it. It
you chaps only knew wot pleasure was to be ‘ad

_bursting, ‘ me_ and ’ 4 .the.

sitting among . your: - innercent - flowers,  ‘you

wouldn’t want to go to the public-house so often.’
“He shook''is 'ead at 'em, and telling his wite
to glive the '%k o’ _Wellington' a tﬂl :
sht 4n $He chi agin and wi #Wea
oft * ’bl&wwbe ; M, 3
_ bers Qid it o' thi
walked up ll'l!"”l'oo.&;g a& ur
Gubbins and 'e ses:

they *

by and by ’e turns to Joe

*“‘SBeen anything o' George English lately, Joe?”

“'Yes,' ses Joe. ]
“‘Beems to me we all 'ave,’ ses Sam Jones.
“None of 'em liked to say wot was in their

minds, 'aving all seen George English and swore l for years and years.’

pretty strong not teo

‘em Nking ?: own hp-mk; :ﬁm & anm g Ring 'o:

their gardens to get money as ’e'd told ‘em about,

Btat '%r‘otionttly tolmlﬂhamlou pes: " '
ou ling no secrets or breaking no

promises, Joe, supposing a certaln "ouse men-

tioned in a ceMaln.letter from furtin .parts;’ wot -

upposing It was so! ses Joe, careful too;
‘the second ’ouse oonntg:g"!mm the Caulifiower,’

“‘The ninth 'ouse, you mean,’ ses Henery
Walker, sharply.

“‘Becond 'ouse in Mil Lane, you :mean,' ses
Sam Jonety ot lived there, = " ¢ .. |

“Then the  all see 'onw‘d been done; and -
that they wasn't, in a manner o' speaking, refer-
ring to the same letter, They came up and sat
‘ere vtvherle &e’reh sitting lnow. .ll: dazed-like, It
wasn't only the chance o' losing t @ prize that u
set ‘em, but they'd wasted th:ri., me and n‘une':
thelr and got called mad by the other
folks. .Henery Walker's state o mind was dread-
ful to see, and he's. kep’ thinking of ‘orrible
things to say tp George English ,and then being
atx:‘dd they wasn't strong uou? '

While they was talking who should come
along but George English hissef! He came right
up to the table, and they all sat back on’ the
bench and stared at ‘'im flerce, and Henery
Walker crinkled 'is nose at m. . '
' “‘Bvening,’ he ses, but none of 'em answered
im; they all looked at Henery to see wot 'e was
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going to say. ' " :
“‘Wot's up?’ ses George, in surprise.
«180 T ‘eard, g8 Gaorge.
“e 've ) {66y
“He shook 'is "ead and looked at them sorrow-
ful and severe at the same time.
"“‘So I 'eard, and I couldn’t belleve my edrs till
I went and looked for myself, he ges, ‘and wot I
want to say is this: you know wot I'm referring
to. If any .man 'as found wot don’t belong to
Im e knows who to give it to. It aln't wot I
should ‘ave cted of men wot's lived in the
same place ds me for years. Talk about honesty,
‘e ses, shaking 'is head ag'n, ‘T should like to see
a little of it’ | ity
“Peter Bmith opened his mouth to speak, a9d
‘ardly knowing wot 'e was, doing took a pull at l's
beer at the same time, and if Sam Jones 'adn’t
been by to thump ‘im on the back I.b'lieve 'e’d
ha' died there and then. . | _
“‘Mark my wards,’ ses George English, speak-
ing very slow and solemn, ‘there'll be no blessing
on it. Whoever's made '{s fortune by getting up
and digging 'ls garden over won't get no real ben-
efit from it. 'E may wear a black coat and new
trousers on Sunday, but ‘e won't be ‘appy. I'll go
“and get my little taste o' beer somewhere else,’ ‘e
ses. . ‘I can't breathe here.’
“He walked off before any .one could say a

word ; Bill chunpe g 'isspipe and .
i mery Walk lxgmng; er 'im :{Thm'gls
ouflh 'wide Abd ‘Samg. Jonés, who was al-
avays one to tak an , drank 'fs own beer
under the firm belief that it was Joe's.

“‘I shall take care that Mrs. Pawlett 'ears o
this,’ ses Henery, at last.

" ‘And be asked wot you dug your garden up
for,’ ses Joe, ‘and 'ave to explain that you broke
your promise to George. Why, she'd talk at us

* “‘An w 'ud pre a sermon about it,’
ges Bui‘:‘; ‘where’s your .'l?nu. Henery?

“‘We should be the larfing stock for miles
round,’ ses Bill Chambers, ‘If anybody wants to

- know, I dug my garden up to enrich ,the soil for
year ,and also to give some dthér chap a

t
. 3&5& of the prize.

“Peter Smith 'as always been a unfortunit
man;''e’s got the name for it. He was just 'aving
another drink as Bill said that, and this time we
all thought 'e’d gone. He did hissef.

“Mrs. Pawlett and the parson came 'ome next

day, and 'er volce got that squeaky with surprise
it was painful'to lllt? to her. All the chaps stuck.

to the tale that they'd dug their garden up to give
.the others a chance, and Henery Walker, 'e went
further and sald it was owing to a sermon on un-
selfishness wot the curate ’ad preached three
weeks afore. 'H 'ad a nice little red-covered 'ymn
m: the next day with ‘From a Friend' wrote
n

“All things considered, Mrs. Pawlett was for
doing away with the Flower Show that year and
glving two prizes next year instead, but one or
two other chaps, encouraged by Bob's examp!'e,
'ad given In their names, too, and they sald it
wouldn't be fair to their wives. All the gardens
out one was worse than Bob's, they not having
started till later thag wot 'e did, and not being
&ble ¢o get thelr geraniams from “s florfst. The
only better garden was Ralph Thomson's, who
lived next door to 'im, but two nights afore the

November 1,

Flower Show 'ls plg got walking in i |
R‘:w sald it was a m"tel'y to 'im ‘ow the
could ha’ got out; it must ha' put its foot

a hole too small for it, and turned the by,
its door, and then climbed over a four fot 4
He told Bob 'e wished the plg could speyi
Bob said that that was sinful and uncijg,
'im, and that most likely if it could, it woy)qg
call "im a lot o’ bad names, and ask '/
didn’t feed it properly.

. “There was quite & crowd on Flower Shoy
following the judges. First of all, to Bi) (
ber's astonishment and surprise, they wept

place and stood on the ‘eaps in 'Is garden jy
'em, while Bill peeped at 'em through the kit
winder ’arf-crazy. They went to every parge
the place, until one of the young ladies got
of it, and asked Mrs. Pawlett whether they
there to judge cottage gardens or earthquak

“Everybody ‘eld their breaths that cvepiy
the school room when Mrs. Pawlett got up of
platform and took a slip of paper from one
judges. She stood &' moment waiting for sj]
and then ‘eld up her 'and to stop what
thought was clapping at the back, but which
two or three wimmen who ’ad 'ad to take
crying bables out trying to quiet 'em in the
Then Mrs. Pawlett put 'er glasses on 'er noge
just read out, short and sweet, that the pri
three sovereigns and a metal teapot for the
kept eottage garden 'ad been won by Mr. Rq
Pretty. T ) et ST

“One or two people patted Bob on the bag
'e walked up the middle ‘to take the prize:
one or two more did, and Bill Chambers’ pat
the 'eartiest of 'em all. Bob stopped and s
to 'fm about it.

“You would 'ardly think that Bob ’ud ha
cheek to stand up there and make a speech, b
did. He sald it gave 'im great pleasure to take
teapot and the money, and the more pleasur
cause 'e felt that 'e 'ad earned 'em. ’'E sald
if 'e told 'em all "e’d done to make sure o
prize they'd be surprised. 'E said that 'e'd
like Ralph Thomson's pig, up early and late

“He stood up there talking as though 'e

. never going to leave off, and said that 'c hopd

'Is example would be of benefit to 'is neigh
Some of 'em seemed to think that digging

! everything, but 'e could say with pride th

'adn’t put a 'spade to 'is garden for three
until a week ago, and then not much.

“He finished 'is remarks by saying that 'e
going to give a tea-party up at the Cauliflowg
christen the teapot, where 'e'd be pleased to

. come all friends. Quite a crowd got up an

lowed 'im out then, instead o’ waiting for the

_solving views, and came back ’'arf an ‘our
“wards, saying that until they'd got as fur as
* Cauliffiower they'd no idea as Bob was so0

tikler who 'e mixed with. '

“That was the last Flower Show we cver ¢
Claybury, Mrs. Pawlett and the judges mee
the tea-party coming ’ome, and ’aving to get
a gate into a fleld to let it pass, What with
and Mrs. Pawlett tumbling over something
ther up the road, which turned out to be the
pot, smelling strong with beer, the Flower §
was given up, and the parson preached t

+ Sundays running on the sin of beer-drinking

children who'd never 'ad any and wimmen
couldn’t get it.” .
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